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FIRE FLIES
(By Frances Sherrill)
Jane Mason had been in the largest orphans'
home in New York City six months. This was a
pretty place, being some distance from the smoky,
dirty city. The building was about two hundred
yards from the road, and could not be seen very
distinctly when the trees were fully clothed in
green. The impression that one might get on see
ing it for the first time was that it was a college,
but when one looked about the lawns, instead of
finding college boys and girls, one would find little
groups of two or three children with an older per
son watching over them. In the summer the lawn
was beautiful; the stately oaks distributed their
thick shade in great patches here and there, and
the sunlight made the red bricks of the immense
building^ seem redder, and the twelve immense •
white columns seem whiter. The birds sang in the
trees, and the little squirrels scampered from one
tree to another.
It was summer now. There seemed to be new
joy and happiness in the heart of everything and
everybody around the orphanage, except poor little
Jane. It was late in the afternoon, and the ma
trons had the children out in the open air. Jane had
a magazine looking at the pictures. She was seat
ed
beside
Mrs. Smith, the
matron, on
a bench under a large oak to the side of the build
ing. She was ten now and old enough to realize
where she was and to wonder what would become
of her. As she sat there, her yellow curly head
was slightly bowed, and the sunlight that came
through the leaves as they stirred on the trees at
intervals made it look like spun gold. She must
have seen a picture that reminded her of some
thing, because she thought her life through from
the time her mother died until she was taken to this
orphans' home. Mrs. Mason had died when Jane
was seven years of age, but Jane remembered the
stories that her mother had told her in her early
childhood. She was of a very well-to-do family of
Connecticut and was spending the summer of her
seventeenth year at a resort on the coast. Frank
Mason was just five years older, and played the
banjo in the orchestra at the hotel. She had told
the child that he was handsome, but not that it
took only one glance at him to tell that he had dis
sipated quite a bit, and that both of them were
young and wanted a thrill; she had not told her
that they were married, having known each other
only a month. Also she did not tell Jane that it
had taken her only a short time to realize her mis-

take, but that she was not a quitter, and "stuck it
out" until her death just a few days after Jane was
seven. Frank would not work, and he drank more
and more as the years passed. At the time of his
wife's death and thenceforth he lived drunk, and
whiskey drove him insane. He got Jane a job sell
ing newspapers on the corner of Clinton street and
Forty-First Avenue, and he took her money to buy
whiskey. They were thrown out of their small
abode on the top floor of a tenement house, and
then inhabited a cellar on Clinton street.
Jane remembered that cellar—dirty, cold, dark,
scantily furnished. In one corner there had been
an old, rather dilapidated couch with a single cover.
In the corner opposite had been an old mattress.
These had served respectively as Mr. Mason's and
Jane's beds. The other furnishings had been two
broken-down- chairs and a broken-down table and
a worn-out cook stove. The walls, she remembered,
were black and plain save for one tiny window and
the door by which they entered and went out. The
floor was concrete and very dirty, damp, and cold.
She now remembered one day in particular be
tween the time of her mother's and father's deaths.
It was a very, very cold day in December, and a
deep snow covered the ground. It had been shov
eled from the streets and sidewalks and left in great
heaps in the gutters. She had been standing on
her corner" all day selling papers, and when day
light faded she went home to her drunken father,
half frozen and with only fifty-seven
cents.
It
seemed that nobody was out that day to buy papers.
Mr. Mason whipped her and sent her back, as was
his custom, to the corner with her papers. She had
been there only a short length of time when a man
drove by in his big car and noticed her. He had his
chauffeur stop the car and he stepped out beside
Jane. She remembered almost exactly his kind
the man himself, made an imprint on her brain, and
words to her. Somehow, those words, as well as
they were never to be forgotton.
Why, dear, why aren't you at home this cold
night sitting in front of a fire?" he had asked her.
She remembered crying; somehow, she had had
to cry, but she had answered bravely, "'Cause my
Daddy made me sell papers 'til I got enough mon
ey to buy him what he wants."
His next question had been something concerning
the price of what he wanted, and her memory told
her that she had answered, "It costs a lot". IJe had
then given her a five-dollar bill and told her to get
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in out of the cold. He had patted her thinly-clad
back and walked back to his car. When he was
out of sight, Jane rushed home with the money,
only to find her father sound asleep and an empty
bottle on the floor beside him. Jane had thought
of this little incident many, many times, and she
wondered each time why it had impressed her more
than some others, why she could not forget the
man's kind face.
She did not know, however, that neither did Mr.
Randolph Jackson ever forget it. He managed to
keep in touch with her through the three brief years
which followed, until she was taken to the orphans'
home; then he lost her for the time being. But
soon, in some way, he found out where she was.
She was roused from her thoughtfulness by Mrs.
Smith, who peered at her over the edge of her glass
es out of rather faded blue eyes. She was a tall
woman with not enough flesh to cover her large
bones, but she was well dressed, and dressed her
hair as becomingly as possible. She spoke to Jane
in a stern but mild tone.
"Are you unhappy, Jane?" she asked. There
seemed to be a touch of understanding sympathy in
her voice.
Jane started. "Uh—I beg your pardon, please!"
Mrs. Smith repeated the question, to which Jane
answered, "No, ma'm! I was just thinking about
—why, it's almost dark! I didn't know that I had
been thinking that long."
"Yes, it is almost dark. You must go into the
house and tidy yourself for dinner." Jane had
learned a long, long time before what "tidy your
self" meant.
"Yes, ma'am!"
"You must help feed the younger children to
night," Mrs. Smith continued.
"Yes, ma'am!"
They got up and walked slowly side by side into
the house, Mrs. Smith still thinking of the ques
tion she had asked Jane, but yet too considerate to
ask her again, and Jane wondering whether or not
her life had been a fairy story or a reality.
Jane tidied herself and then to the dining-room
to eat her dinner before the younger children were
brought in. She wasn't hungry, however, and ate
only a few bites. Then she helped with the ba
bies, and immediately afterwards went to bed. She
could not sleep, however. She felt as if something
were going to happen, and she did not know
whether it was to be good or bad. The poor child
had had so much sorrow that she hardly knew what
it was to feel happy. Probably she didn't even
know how people felt when they were happy!
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Jane was glad to see the next day dawn.
She
awakened at six o'clock after two hours of sleep.
She felt tired but she arose and after breakfast went
about her work as usual.
She was mopping the long corridor when the
doorbell rang. Jane, of course, paid no attention
to it, but kept right on with her work. Someone
answered the bell. When the door was opened, a
man removed his hat and stepped inside.The lady's
glance went past him and rested upon the immense
car and chauffeur standing outside. She stood
there wide-eyed. Rich people had come to this
place before, but never one that looked like and im
pressed her like this man. Was she dreaming?
What could he want? Did this mean an endow
ment? All these thoughts were running through
her head;—but he was speaking:
"Why, surely," she managed to say. "Go into
the parlor."
They went in and sat down. He made known
his purpose right away by asking, "Is there a child
here by the name of Jane Mason? I think she is
about ten years of age and has light curly hair."
This was all the information he gave just then.
"Why, I shall have to go to the office and look her
up," she answered, recovering from the shock she
had received "You see, there are so many here that
I can't remember." She got up to leave the room.
"I may wait?"
"Why, certainly! I think I shan't be long." She
went out the door.
It was about fifteen minutes before she returned,
but she brought Jane with her. On seeing him,
Jane stopped.
Where had she seen this man be
fore? His face was familiar, yet she couldn't re
member. Both were silent a moment; then he
spoke:
"You don't remember me?"
Jane's eyes brightened. "Yes, sir, I know you
now, but I didn't until you spoke. I remember
your voice—and your looks, too, now. You're the
man that gave me that five dollars that cold day
when snow was on the ground, aren't you?" One
could tell that she was excited.
"You're just exactly right! Iwondered if you'd
remember me. I hardly thought so—you saw so
many people every day. But you don't know my
name, do you?" By this time he had sat down in a
convenient chair and had taken her on his knees.
She seemed a bit embarrassed—she was not used
to getting any attention. Without waiting for her
to answer his question, he went on, "My name is
Randolph Jackson, and I was just wondering if you
would like to go and live with me out on Long Is(Continued on Page 19)

Page Si*

TENNESSEE COLLEGE MAGAZINE

March, 1931
Page Seven

A NOBLE EXPERIMENT
(By Phebe Shofner)

Dramatis Personae
Carrie Hammond, an ordinary London girl. She is
pretty.
Subaltern Dick Sleary, an ordinary young man.
Subaltern Jack Doone, his bachelor companion.
Judge Boffkin
Mrs. Boffkin
Minnie Boffkin, an ordinary young girl. She isn't
pretty.
Annie Boffkin
Lou Boffkin
ACT I
Scene 1—(The sitting room in the house of Car
rie Hammond, London, England. It is fall but not
yet cold enough for fires. Carrie is seated on a small
sofa. Subaltern Sleary, very much ruffled, paces
the floor. Carrie and Sleary are the usual, goodlooking boy and girl of England).
Carrie: Why, Dick, old dear, what's the matter?
I never knew you to act so before.
Subaltern Sleary: Well—well—Oh, damn it all,
Carrie, I couldn't leave without telling you that—
that—Aw, Carrie, you know I love you and all that
an'—.
Carrie: Yes, Dick?
S- Sleary: And—(with a rush) will you be en
gaged to me ? (Comes over to Carrie) You know my
pay is not enough now, but some day it wiil be.
Carrie (calmly): Yes, Dick.
S. Sleary: You will?
Carrie: Yes, Dick. (They embrace).
Carrie: Do you have to leave tomorrow, Dick?—
Just one more day.
S. Sleary (His usual composure restored): Yes,
dear, I must go and prepare for you to come.
Carrie: Oh, Dick, promise you won't forget me,
promise.
S. Sleary: Forget you ? How silly !
Carrie (Quarreling merely to prove it true love
true if the man gives in first): I am not silly. You
don't love me or you wouldn't say I was silly! You
are horrid! And I thought you loved me.
(She
goes over to window, leans against wall and sobs)
S. Sleary (Follows C., pulls her head up from her
arms and kisses her): I'm sorry, dear. Of course
you're not silly. I only meant that it was absurd
that I'd forget the most beautiful, lovely, charming
girl of all.
Carrie: Yes, I am silly, Dick. I know I am (goes
to his arms) but you won't forget me, will you?

S. Sleary: Never.
(They go together back to sofa).
S. Sleary: 111 go to India and earn a home for the
sweetest little girl that ever breathed.
Carrie: It will be so long, so long, Sleary.
S. Sleary: I'll get the money somehow, sweet
heart. I must go now. (Kisses her, picks up hat and
coat, looks at her, backs out portiered door). Oh,
Carrie! (Carrie goes out. A quiet interlude and S.
and C. are heard saying goodbye again—at last the
door slams).
(Curtain)
ACT II
Scene 1—(Subaltern Doone and Sleary's bachelor
quarters in an east-side Indian post. Sleary is list
lessly cleaning his spurs. Quite often his hands
fall idle).
. Jack Doone (with apparent relish) : And then
the Captain said, 'How the'—what's the matter with
you, Sleary? You've been actin' mooney every
since you got back from old England. You act like
you're lovesick and worried. What's the trouble?
S. Sleary: Aw, thanks awfully, Jack; I am in love
and worried.
S. Doone: Oh, Sleary! I really didn't think it of
you. What's the worry?
S. Sleary: My pay, old chap. Who could live on
eight paltry dibs a day? Carrie couldn't live on a
subaltern's pay.
S. Doone: So there's the rub. No, a subaltern's
pay isn't quite the income to support a bride. Let
me see. You surely need a raise.—Oh, I say, how
about making up to Minnie Boffkin, Judge Boffkin's daughter—He could give yuo a promotion.
S. Sleary: It's a good idea, Doone!
S. Doone: No, it's not. How would you get loose?
S. Sleary: S-oo-o-o-. Jove, I have it!
Listen! (He whispers in Doone's ear.
Doone
laughs much and claps him on the back).
S. Doone: You've got it! How long will you
wait, old fellow?
S. Sleary: Til I have my job secure—and then—
plenty of Pear's shaving soap. Heh?
Scene 2—(Sleary leads Minnie Boffkin, the oldest
Boffkin daughter, out through the French windows
that lead from the ballroom. Poor Minnie Boffkin
is not so different from Carrie except that she is not
pretty but that is the only difference between most
young girls).
M. Boffkin—Isn't the moon—?
S. Sleary: Isn't it? Just the moon for us—the
honeymoon.

S. Sleary (Very fluent when his real feelings
aren't affected) : Yes, Minnie, you know I have
loved you long and tonight (kneeling) I ask you to
be mine. Oh, precious one, I wiil cherish you as
my little white rose, my fragrant white rose. Min
nie, will you be mine?
M. Boffkin: I—I—Yes, Mr. Sleary.
S. Sleary: You make me the happiest man in In
dia—in all the world. Oh, Minnie, if I could only
offer you the honor of being a captain's wife. A
subaltern's salary is not enough to support my love
ly Minnie on. But we will manage. (He starts to
kiss, her and stops). Oh, bother! Here comes
someone and we must go in.
M. Boffkin: Oh, Mr. Sleary.
(Exit)
(Curtain)
Scene 3—(Inside of Boffkin Dak-bungalow living
room. Judge Boffkin is seated. Enter Mrs. Boff
kin).
Mrs. Boffkin: Judge, Minnie has had a proposal!
J. Boffkin: No! She accepted of course?
Mrs. Boffkin: Of course.
J. Boffkin: And who was the man ?
Mrs. Boffkin: You know that good looking little
subaltern, Dick Sleary. Minnie said he made such
a touching proposal that she said 'Yes'.
J. Boffkin: Ah-r-u-m, a subaltern.
Mrs. Boffkin: Yes, really, Judge, you must have
him made a captain, so he can support Minnie. You
really should do it. He and Minnie are so much in
love, and after all Minnie is our oldest daughter.
J. Boffkin: Yes, after all Minnie is our oldest
daughter.
Mrs. Boffkin: And it's only fair to the other girls.
J. Boffkin: Yes, it's only fair to the other girls.
(An expression of delight, which he tries to hide
comes over his face). Still the only position I know
of is on the Bombay side. Ah-er-hem on the Bom
bay side.
(Curtain)
ACT III
Scene 1.—(The same. Minnie Boffkin is sitting
waiting for Sleary. She fidgets and looks at the
clock).
M. Boffkin: I don't know whether he said five
minutes after or ten. I hope he's not late.
Annie Boffkin (off stage): Is he really going to
bring the ring today?
M. Boffkin: Yes, Annie, but do come and fix this
collar again. I know it will come loose.
A. Boffkin (Annie comes in, goes to Minnie and
works on collar. She is about ninteeen, the young
est of the Boffkins and excited over Minnie's beau ::
There, dear, I know that will stay. Mninie, what

did he say last night? I heard you talking by the
steps. Have you told him about the promotion yet ?
M. Boffkin: No, darling, I shall tell him today,
when he gives me the ring.
A. Bqffkin: Minnie, aren't you scared?
M. Boffkin: Of c-course not.
A. Boffkin (a knock at the door and A. Boffkin
runs out) : Oh ! I must go ! (Minnie opens the door,
greets Sleary and leads him to a seat).
S. Sleary: Darling!
M. Boffkin: Yes?
S. Sleary: My dear, I have the ring. It is not fit
for your dear hand, but it is all a poor subaltern
can buy. (He takes ring from box and puts it on
her finger).
M. Boffkin: Oh! It is be-oo-tiful I think. (She
holds her hand in various attitudes to show the
ring). My dear, I have good news for us.
Papa
has secured you a post.
S. Sleary (with true excitement): Really, dear?
M. Boffkin: Really, dear—but it's way over on
Bombay side.
S. Sleary: And how much is the pay?
M. Boffkin: Oh, I can't remember figures, but it's
enough to marry on. Isn't it a pity it's on Bombay
side?
S. Sleary : Why, dear ?
M. Boffkin: It will take me away from mama
and the girls.
(Curtain)
Scene 2—(The same. Mr. and Mrs. Boffkin and
daughters in room).
M. Boffkin (crying): And, Mama dear, it was just
awful. He waved to me from his pony and started
toward me and—and just as he was nearly in front
of me and the others watching the game, he put his
hand up to his mouth and looked sick. He slipped
off his pony to the ground right in front of me. He
writhed and foamed at the mouth! Oh, I was never
so embarrassed in my life—before all those people.
A. Boffkin: How, horrible!
M. Boffkin: Of course if its epilepsy, there can't
be any marriage.
Lou Boffkin (Goes to M. and consols her) : Poor
Minnie!
J. Boffkin: Ahem-r-rumm. No, of course, no wed
ding!
M. Boffkin: But his ring and everything!
Mrs. Boffkin (Sadly) : You'll have to return it.
M. Boffkin: Maybe it's not epilepsy.
Maybe he
was just sick. Maybe—
J. Boffkin: Yes, maybe—
Mrs. Boffkin (Hopefully): We can wait and see.
(Curtain)
(Continued on Page 17)
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THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINE
(Freshman Installment of the Continued Story)
"Ferdinand! Go!"
"I fear it is too late.You alone can keep these
maps. They reveal the hiding place of your be
loved uncle and the lovely Marie Antoinette. Henri
will come for them within the week. He must take
food to them. Go now, my love. Dress yourself
as a maid so these soldiers will not recognize you.
Farewell, ma cherie—I love you so."
Burdened with grief yet fearing to reveal it the
maiden went quickly and donned the cap and apron
of her maid.
Even as she left the room, the burly throng burst
in and seeing Ferdinand bore him through the open
door. Foul oaths and threats came from all as they
bound him to his horse.
"And now we'll go back and get your beautiful
lady and take her along with you, your highness,
Monsieur Vergius. Who is she?" These last
words were almost hissed as they came from the
leader of the troop.
All but four of the men reentered the house and
found old Helene and a young housemaid sweeping
away the mud and grime that they had left on their
first visit.
"Woman, where is your mistress?" This was ad
dressed to Helene.
"Monsieur, my mistress was captured three days
ago and was taken to Paris."
"Who else is in the house?"
"Only Franchine and I, monsieur.''
With an inclusive gesture the prefect ordered,
"Search the house."
Helene and Marette continued their work as the
soldiers went into every room of the building, open
ing doors, peering under furniture, and leaving the
house in a state of wild disorder.
Marette, unobserved, moved to dust a table near
the window. Outside she saw her lover bound to
his horse. In the very bonds that held him she
seemed to see his fate. Strapped between the
guides, he would die. Ah, that she had it in her
power to save him ! Must she remain silent and let
him go? Not one word could she utter—not one
word could she utter—not one move could she make
to save him whom she loved. The blood rushed hot
in her veins and pounded hard at her temples. Help
less and in agony she saw the regiment leave the
house and ride away, taking him with them. He
dared not cast one single glance behind him.
As they disappeared in the valley, Marette sank
into a chair. Dry sobs shook her small body. Old

Helene came and placing an arm about her com
forted her as best she could.
"Ah, Helene, is this the price I must pay when
there are those who suffer not at all? Is this what
a true daughter of France must do? It seems too
hard to take my very life from me and yet leave me
living. Without Ferdinand life for me is utter dark
ness and futility. 1 do not believe he is gone from
me forever. Fate will not be so cruel. If this is
life, then I pray for death."
"Your beloved France gave you Fermand. Now
that you have had him it is but your duty to give
him back to her. She demands, and we can but
obey. It may seem cruel and hard, but remember
that all things are done for the best."
Long shadows drifted across the snow-covered
areas, filtering down over the the tree-tops. Day's
benediction came bringing with it peace and restful
calm. However, there was no peace nor calm for
the lonely girl in the mountain lodge—none for the
ill-fated man in the prison.
Far away in Paris Fermand was brought before
the rebel court. His heart was filled with dread,
but only defiance and hatred w.ere visible in his
countenance. He must protect Marette at any price
demanded! She must not suffer unnecessarily! It
was easy to surmise from his worn and weary look
that he had undergone the severest grilling. How
ever the efforts of the court had been in vain.
"Now are you ready to disclose the whereabouts
of his majesty?"
"The people of France demand 'Liberty, Equality,
Fraternity, or Death'!"
"You have the power to abate this strife. What
will you do? Shall you allow us to see France in
utter ruins or shall you share your proud authority
with all your fellow-men?"
"Ah, I suppose you prefer bloody death under the
blade, Monsieur, to a life of 'Liberty, Equality and
Fraternity'. Very well. Take your choice!"
Breathless, eager, and snarling, these and other
questions were flung at him until he was sore and
worn with them.
Where is justice? I am innocent. I have not
seen Louis Sieze nor Marie Antoinette since they
left. I do not know where they hide. Free me, for
I am innocent. Let me go!
Why must our be
loved France bleed so? Is there no peace—no love
—no mercy? Has God forsaken us?"
After long hours of this he was returned to the
Bastille to await the verdict. He was not to be be
headed immediately, at least. The only consolation
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left him was that Marette, his love, was safely
guarding his secret in her mountains so far from
all this turmoil and strife. It was horrible to think
of death when he remembered her—young, beau
tiful, once so happy in their love.
Little he knew how Marette had suffered in her
overwhelming grief. Too, he did not once imagine
the dire danger that lurked so perilously near her.
Away in the mountain's refuge, Marette, grieved
and sorrowing, faithfully guarded the maps and
awaited Henri's coming. Late in the sixth day after

Courage

Today we stand on the brink of Time
With the oars of Life in our hands.
The sea lies uncharted before us
But our craft will avoid the sands.
We will heed the old salt's warning
And look for the beacons ahead
For many a mariner's been thwarted
When his dreams lie shattered and dead.
Let us up and away with the dawning
Loose our sails for the journey anew
Hope—Faith are our skillful pilots
Their charts and their bearings true.
We will fling our past behind us
To make a bulwark for Fate
And with heads unbowed for the conflict
We shall struggle and toil and wait.
There's a shore dimly seen in the distance
Where the sails of our hope may be furled
There the gulls and the pigebns fly screaming
"This, my lads, is the path to the world!"
Here may we build our castles
Here may we dream our dreams
With a worthwhile plan for every goal
And the gods applauding our schemes.

Nine

the visit of the rebel troops,; Marette took the bun
dle of papers from its, hiding, place. This act would
have been far from her thoughts had she known
how perilous it was.
As she held them in her small hand a shadow
passed over the room, and raising startled eyes -the
girl saw a figure at the window. ; Fear gripped
her. She ran to the old nurse.
"Helene, the spy!"
(To Be Continued) >

What Is Love?

Young Naivete questions, "What is love?"
The scholars sagely say,
"My dear, it's but a state of mind,
It will only last a day."
The scientist starts from his book
And nods his wise, gray head,
"While this old earth stays here
Her children must be bred!"
The poet sighs and sings
His love is -like a rose,
Perhaps his wife does washings,
Her love is told in prose.
-

:

A mother knows hard days, tired nights,
That love is work—but sweet
And love is dull pain, faint hope
To you, that grave at your feet:
Can you ask, child, what is love ? •'
Ah, who cares what ft is? - • •
The only thing we care for
—That it is, and is, and is!

•»

—'32.

Remembrance

Let us up and away'with the dawning
Catch a breath from the pure sunrise
Hold our pinions aloft in the morning
With the banner agleam to the skies.
We ghall drift in a nestled harbor
Where the wind shall ne'er toss or hurl
And the battles of living and loving
Shall gain us an infinite world.
—M. N. Nail.

When nights are dark and warm,
And soft the breeze,
When plaintive music drips*
Like rain through trees,
When hush'd is all the earth,
' •
And shadows blue
'r .
Lie l-esting on the grass—
I think of you!
—E. M.
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FETE

(By Elsa Ann Butcher)
It was a beautiful evening, clear, warm, moonlit.
A perfect evening for celebration, and a wonderful
celebration it was, too. The entire palace was bril
liantly lighted. Servants were passing to and fro
serving wines and fruits. The royal band was play
ing, and hundreds of lords and ladies in gorgeous
silks and satins were swaying to the haunting rhy
thm. Round and round they went, down and back,
down and back, round and round and round like the
endless wheel of a huge windmill passively yielding
to the relentless wind—or like human lives helpless
ly yielding to relentless fate.
Oh, it was a wonderful celebration, and why
should it not be?
Was not the most beautfiul
young princess in the world betrothed to the most
handsome prince on that very day? Had not the
prince's emissary come only the night before to
seek her hand? Oh, it was a happy, happy occasion.
The princess was not present, but locked in her
room high in the west wing of the palace. "Tim

id," people said, "modest, shy." Indeed she was but
sixteen. Such a dainty child, with chestnut curls
and deep blue eyes. She was fond of wandering
about in the garden under a certain rose tree, and
sometimes she managed to be left alone there. She
was fond of being alone. Yes, she was a very shy
child. She would have to conquer that shyness.
Soon she was to be married to a perfect stranger
and taken to a strange country. She had begged
and pled to take a page with her—her favorite
page—he who served her best, but her father, the
king, had refused. There would be pages in her
new home. Only her personal servants could ac
company her.
Oh, it was a wonderful celebration. Outside the
sun was spreading a pnk glow along the horizon;
carriages were rolling from the palace; the band
had ceased to play, and a single violin sang a last
"goodbye". From a rose tree in the palace garden
hung the lifeless body of the favorite page. From
a room high in the west wing of the palace came
the muffled sob of a child who had become a wom-

Encouragement

There in that gloomy Grotto
A cave by the side of the sea
Where the wind shrieks out
And howls aloud,
Then dies in mystery.

Are you feeling rather glum?
Cheer up!
Just think all the troubles come?
Cheer up!
You will find that this is true
Try to smile and don' be blue
Things could be much worse for you.
Cheer up.

Three in that gloomy grotto
While the breakers toss and roar
The moon on high
With her one bright eye
Upon it, her moonbeams pours.
Here I love to sit by the hour
'Mid the water's surging roll
To muse alone
With this heart of my own
And I try to fathom my soul.
To understand this mystery
Which overcomes us all
All who rush by
On the tide of Life
And feel its rise and its fall.

A Dream of Dreams

A dream of dreams,
With thoughts unnumbered lying there
Waiting to be called to form a life—
A life with hopes before it, joys behind,
Like waterfalls that sparkle in the sun,
,
Drawing strength from up the stream
And pouring it down
In torrents of crystal drops as clear and pure
As diamonds—or as youth
,
Unscarred by what the world may give.
Still flowing on
Showering the future with fruits from the past,
Through life as constant as the rocks,
As strong and true.
A dream of dreams.
We fight for all that life may hold
Of joy or sorrow, fear or pain.
We drag our hopes
From a sluggish stream of past struggles,
And force them to a future no less sluggish.
Ideals are torn to bits
And shattered into a thousand worthless bubbles
On the cruel rocks
Of morbid reality.
The serene, pure flow of the waterfall,
Forever building on the past,
Is not for us—
'Tis but a dream of dreams.
—ElsaAnn Butcher.

There is, surely, some unsolved problem
Which we never shall explain
Which would help us to know
And assuredly show
The truth about our domain.
Rain

It's raining outside,
Just a slow drizzle.
The skies are gray,
And the trees are drooping as if weary.
Their trunks stand out strong
And clean against
A background of leaves,
Like souls.
It's raining inside,
A drizzle of cares
And daily disappointments.
Our hearts droop, wearied,
But our souls stand out strong
And clean against
A background of service,
Like trees-

—Elsa Ann Butcher.

In my weary, dreary grotto
I sit, and forget, and muse,
And I try to'find out
All I can about
Our world and eternal Truth.

Many troubles come your way?
Cheer up!
Can't you grit your teeth and say,
"Cheer up"?
You can make it worth your while
To extort a little smile,
True, it lightens any trial—
Cheer up!
When your work is hard and long,
Cheer up!
And your heart is void of song
Cheer up!
Try this once (and it will pay)
Smile a wee bit every day
And make all who come your way
Cheer up!
—'34.

Ode to Man

Of all the people on the earth
They say old maids are the worst.
But I can think of one more thing
With which the world is cursed.
'Tis neither beast nor creeping thing
That dwells within the land;
The most contemptible of them all
Is a cute, conceited man.
—W. C., 31.

I've come to this conclusion
All that matters both here and above
Is the powerful band
Which ties man to man
The wonderful gift of Love.

Lines Written Upon Disappointment

Dawn came,
Noon came,
Twilight came,
Without you.

There's a gloomy little grotto,
A cave by the side of the sea
Where the wind shrieks out
And howls aloud
Then dies in mystery.
There I love to sit by the hour
'Mid the water's surging roll
To muse alone
With this heart of my own
And I try to fathom my soul.
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I sought for you,
I prayed for you,
I longed for you,
In vain.

—'34.

Will my days forever be sad and blue?
Why don't you come a time or two?
The thing I'm asking for is you—
A check from Dad!
•—W. C.,' 31,
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INTEREST PLUS
(By Mary Anderson)
"Aw, come on, Joe, let's go play tennis," insisted
Betty.
"I can't now, Betty. In an hour I have to help
Mother Gray," Jacqueline replied.
"Well, you can play till then. Let's go."
"I ought to go write my address. You know it's
not but a week until we rehearse."
"Aw, goodnight, this is Saturday. You can do
that this afternoon. You don't have to work all
the afternoon, I suppose? Just 'cause you are the
oldest I don't see why you have it all to do anyway.
You never will do things when I want you to."
Betty always got a little angry when Jacqueline
failed to fall in with her plans.
"Why, Betty White, I'd certainly be ashamde.
You know good and well I don't do any more than
is my share. I just wish I had time to. I've got
to go, but please don't get mad, beqause you know
I'd love to play. Mr. Delhart is coming this after
noon.
I don't care, I'll get Gary to play," she flung her
self into her sport roadster and waited a minute ex
pectantly, hoping that Jacqueline would consent at
her mention of Gany. '
But her mind wasn't on Gary and tennis this
morning. He and Betty could play all the morning
for all she cared. , She walked off without even
looking back. She loved Betty dearly though. Bet
ty with her coal black hair, dark syes and beauti
fully shaped features, was a lively, impetuous girl.
She and Jacqueline had been friends ever since
"Joe", as Betty called her for short, had started to
the public high school in Wainsboro, four years be
fore. They had become almost inseparable chums.
Betty had done so to keep Jacqueline from feeling
utterly sisterless and 'homeless.
But even Betty's gaiety and fun had not kept Jac
queline from hjtving that vague uneasy feeling that
had troubled her so much lately. She wanted to
get off by herself and think it all out. So she didn't
bother much about Betty and Gary playing tennis
together. She told herself that she really didn't
care anyway, not really. Gary suited Betty, she
thought. He was so jolly and carefree.
"I'm going down to the brook, where it will be
quiet," she spoke to herself. But just at that mo
ment a noisy bunch of children came hurrying out
the side door bf the asylum.
"Oh, Joe," they had taken up the nickname from
Betty, who by her many visits had made herself a
well known figure, "please come teach us that new

game we started yesterday." This came from a
chubby-faced youngster of about seven years. All
the others chimed in with almost irresistible plead
ings.
"Darlings, I cannot play now. I've got to go
study," she spoke in a reluctant voice as though
she hated to refuse their slightest request.
"Oh, we want you to pay wif us," Jacqueline
hugged tiny golden-haired Doris to her breast. She
always made her think of her early years there.
This morning she had been remembering more than
usual anyway.
"I'll tell you what. Have you all done your chores
for this morning?" Jacqueline asked.
"Yes'm. We just got through, and now Mother
Gray says we can play a while." They all seemed
to wait for her words. Every one would have done
without his lunch tp have little Doris') privilege.
They would do anything she told them. From lit
tle Doris, who trusted her almost as a child does its
mother, up to Henry, a boy of fifteen years of age,
who worshipped her as his ideal of womanhood, she
had many ardent admirers. In fact, there was not
a single child in the institution whom she could not
manage as well and in most cases better than Moth
er Gray.
You all go play the funny little game we played
on the picnic we had last week until I get through
studying, then I'll read you a story."
"Oh, goody, goody. Will it be a fairy story?"
"Aw, now, I want to hear about Robin Hood and
his merry men." This from a boy of twelve who
thought fairy tales positively impossible.
Well, I d rather read about Goldenlocks and the
three bears," chimed in little Doris.
'If you all don't quit arguing I won't read at all.
Now run on and play."
Little Doris gave a big bear hug and planted a
loving kiss on her lips. Then she jumped down to
follow the rest who had gone on to do her bedding.
Jacqueline went on to the side porch and got the
bunch of books and papers she had left there when
Betty came. Then she walked on down toward the
back of the big farm on which the Merriwether
Orphans' Asylum was located. This was a lovely *
shaded bit of land where a little brook tumbled by.
Moss-covered banks gave for the enchanting scent
of wild flowers.
Honeysuckle and wisteria and
an occasional dogwood added to the charm and
beauty of the place. Around one huge tree there
was a little opening where the moss was especially
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thick and green, where the trees made a sort of
canopy overhead, where the lower bushes and vines
made a sort of wall round about. It was so quiet
and undisturbed that it seemed like a miniature
cathedral. And that is just what it was to Jacque
line. So far as she knew, no one but her had ever
stopped and crowded through the one little opening
in this wall of trees and flowers.
But she had done
so often in the six years she had been here. She
had come here with all her problems and worries.
Here she had spent many of her few spare hours,
studying, reading, or just thinking. It seemed to
strengthen her. And this morning she certainly
needed strength.
She entered her little sanctuary and sat down
with her books all about her. Somehow, though,
she couldn't get her mind to thinking on the con
struction of her valedictory address. What good
did it do her to be valedictorian? There was real
ly no one to be proud of her. She lay back on the
moss and closed her eyes. She was thinking of
how proud her Daddy had been of her when she
won the prize for making the most headmarks back
in the sixth grade. Her daddy would never be
proud of her now.
That was ten years before she came to the asy
lum. How many things had happened since then.
The years seemed to pass in review before her. In
spite of ten years and her youth, almost every in
cident from the time they told her that her father
was dead, stood out clearly in her mind.
There loomed up before her vision a beautiful
white, two-story house set in the middle of a large
lawn made lovely with flowers, trees, and shrubs.
A curly-headed blue-eyed child in a blue dress
played in the shade or the trees with a group of
other children. She seemed to be the ringleader
and the rest willingly followed. Her merry laugh
ter and winsome ways won her a place in the heart
of Miss Foster, her governess, as well as in the
hearts of the children. She couldn't remember her
mother distinctly. She only remembered Miss Fos
ter telling her that mother wouldn't want her to do
this or that little thing Jacqueline was always
wanting to do.
Then came the time when Miss Foster told her
gently that her father dead—dead!
He was so
cold. Would he never wake and fondle her curly
head again? She remembered the funeral. A big,
tall man that looked so comfortable, sat beside her
and let her sob on his shoulder. Then came ^the
day about a week later that same big, tall man had
come and brought her to this horrid place (only it
isn't horrid any more). She remembered sweet Miss
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Foster and dear Mrs. Graham, who lived across the
street, and who always gave her cookies and dough
nuts. Both cried and hugged her up tight when
she left. Why did they let him bring her to this
place? But she wasn't sorry. Think of never
knowing darling little Doris, and nice, quiet Henry,
and dear, dear Mother Gray, and Mr. Davidson, the
principal of the high school, and, of course, Betty-—
imagine life without Betty and Gary:—what if she
had never met Gary?
She was more than sorry at first, however. She
remembered her first glimpse of the drab, gray
building, with its many bare windows staring out
•at her like so many hollow, hungry eyes. There
were no flowers anywhere, very few trees graced
the huge lawn that could easily be transformed in
to a place of beauty. She didn't look a second
time. Imagine her disgust when she found herself
turning in the entrance.
"Oh, don't let's stop here! It's so ugly," she had
said.
"This is going to be your home, child." She had
hated the tall man from that very moment. The
rest of that day was an indistinct memory of sob
bing out on the steps, of refusing to go inside the
house, of sweet little Mother Gray pleading with
her to eat. She had even hated Mother Gray then.
Think of anybody hating so sweet and kind a soul,
whose face, though it showed the signs of toil and
poverty, was lighted with love, whose slightly bent
shoulders gave her a look of weariness. That was
the impression one got of Mother Gray, if he hap
pened upon her in a, pensive mood. But she real
ly was a cheerful soul. Anyone would have to be
to carry on an asylum in spite of the most ad
verse circumstances—to keep about seventy poor
little children from being homeless.
Her cheerfulness was the only thing that had kept
Jacqueline from running away in those first few
trying days of adjustment. It was all so different.
There was so little of comfort and bqauty as com
pared to her former home. She remembered asking
Mother Gray why flowers and trees didn't grow.
"My dear, the ground is unproductive, and it costs
more than I can afford to have it cultivated,"
Mother Gray explained.
Jacqueline had never thought of flowers costing
money. Then there came the time when flowers
and shrubs were planted. And the hateful, tall man
had overseen it. He must not be so bad after all.
In fact, as the years came and went, and as the tall
man came and went, and with him came added
comforts and beauties, Jacqueline larned that he
was very kind. She looked forward to his coming
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because he always brought something for them.
One could tell by the loving looks which he be
stowed on Jacqueline that he had a special interest
in her, although he showed no partiality toward
her. He made himself a friend to all little orphans.
He had become a sort of godfather to the asylum.
When they saw his big black car turn in the drive,
they would all pile out to meet him. He became a
second Pied Piper". His jolly laughter and his
readiness to become one of them in their play won
for him their very deepest adoration. He and Mo
ther Gray had become fast friends. She often made
tea for him when he couldn't stay for the meal as
was often the case. They talked a great deal
about Jacqueline. In fact, Jacqueline furnished an
excuse for many so-called conferences.
To Mother Gray, he spoke of ail his ambitions
for Jacqueline. He exulted in her many triumphs.
He was overjoyed to find the selfish, self-possessive
child, who managed all the people of her sphere,
growing up into an unselfish, sympathetic girl, who
used her initiative in helping Mother Gray with the
children, in helping the Principal with his pupils.
She had learned to lead in an inoffensive way. As
in her childhood, her winsome ways made people
love her so that they did not mind being led by her.
Betty in spite of this bit of selfishness in her na
ture had not been the slightest bit jealous when the
fall before Jacqueline had been nominated as class
president in preference to her. She loved and ad
mired her chum so whole-heartedly that she was
really glad for her to have the honor.
Then came the time when she was announced
valedictorian of her class. How the whole school
had cheered. How Mother Gray had wept for joy
in Jacqueline's arms! How much of adoration as
well as admiration had been in the look on Gary's
face when he heard! And the telegram from dear
Mr. Gebhart, the hateful tall man. She had not seen
him since she had heard about it, but he was com
ing soon.
"Why, he's coming this very day," she sat up with
a start. "Here I am wasting my time away day
dreaming when I ought to be helping Mother Gray
I want to have time to talk over my plans for my
children with him." Mr. Gilbert had become al
most a father to Jacqueline. She brought all mat
ters of any importance to him. She could hardly
wait to get his word of commendation, and also to
ask his advice.
"But what's the use of being valedictorian," she
mused aloud; "I can't go to college. Oh, I'd give
anything for a chance to go. But Mother Gray
would think it foolish for me to try to go. It would
be much better for someone who could use his

scholarship to have had the honor. Honor—what
is empty honor ?—without a family, without anyone
who cares?"
"I care, Jacqueline, please let me tell you how
much I care". Jacqueline turned quickly to see
Gary crawling through the opening to her sanctu
ary.
"Why, Gary Noland, how dare you eavesdrop on
me like that? I didn't think you'd do such a thing."
Jacqueline was a bit chagrined at being overheard
making such a remark. She was the kind of a girl
that rarely ever let people know what was really
going on in her mind anyway. And she would
rather have told dear Mother Gray herself how
lonely and blue she got at times than to have told
Gary. He seemed so gay and carefree always. How
could he possibly understand anybody getting lone
ly? He, whose mother fairly worshipped him,
whose classmates at the university had voted him
the most popular freshman on the campus, whose
friends were numberless, how could he get lonely?
"I couldn't help but hear, Jac; I didn't stop to lis
ten. I ve been looking for you everywhere. Mother
Gray said you were down here somewhere. What
are you doing?"
"Oh, nothing. I've got to go help Mother Gray.
I should have gone an hour ago," she answered in
differently.
"Don't be like that. I want to talk to you. I've
got to go back tomorrow. When can I see you
again?" He had sat down beside her and leaned
back against the great oak tree.
"Oh, I don't know. Mr. Gebhart is coming here
this afternoon and I'll have to be around, I guess.
So I won't see you anymore. I'll tell you now how
glad I am you received the honor of being the most
popular—"
"Honor—what is empty honor ?—without anyone
who really cares?" he repeated her words of a few
minutes before. She blushed painfully.
"Oh, but you have so many who care—your mo
ther and father, your sisters, all your friends at the
university," she answered quickly.
"Jacqueline, you know all that means nothing to
me un ess you care. My happiness depends on you,
darling. Life will be unbearable unless you care.
lease say you do," he spoke very earnestly. He had
'E ^ -Cr aiK*
Suddenly realizing it, she
and bCgan &atherinS up her books.
"U u
Hush, Gary, we mustn't talk that way. We're
oo young—and I'm only an orphan, you know." She
said in a sad little voice.
^Darling, what does that matter? We—"
I'm afraid it would matter a great deal to your
mother, Gary, besides—"
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"Why, Jacqueline, I don't understand," Gary said
in an astonished voice. As a matter of fact, Mrs.
Noland was rather conscious of her dignity and
prestige and rather grudgingly admitted Jacque
line's sterling qualities. But she had shown little
of this side of her nature to her son, whom she
thought was perfect and who was so far above such
feelings that he could hardly understand them in
another.
"I've got to go, Gary. Perhaps Betty will tell
you." She scrambled'out the little opening and left
Gary sitting there stunned and with a hurt expres
sion on his face.
"What could she mean? I'm sure mother ad
mires her. I've heard her say so. I guess she just
doesn't care. It was just her way of getting out
of it." He mused to himself. "No, I believe she
would come out promptly and say—why, what's
this?" His eyes were fastened on a tiny cross
made of gold; beneath it the moss was worn more
than anywhere else.
"Why, this must be her sanctuary. No wonder
she resented my intrusion," he said. He knelt and
in the worn spot and with his eyes on the tiny cru
cifix he spoke under his breath: "Gracious God give
me her love and make me worthy of it."
In the meantime, Jacqueline had hurried on to
the building, remorseful because of her negligence.
Mother Gray had always been so good to her. She
had been exceptionally lenient with Jacqueline dur
ing her last year in high school. She was always
doing some little thing or another that would make
it easier for Jacqueline. It had been rather hard
on her, keeping up with her studies as well as doing
her share of the work at the asylum. Everybody
had some sort of chore to perform, because there
no benefactor other than liberal Mr. Gebhart and
that was none too liberal in its allotment.
She
found Mother Gray or the side porch.
"Oh, Mother Gray, I'm so sorry I stayed so long.
I forgot what time it was. I didn't realize I had
been gone so long," she apologized.
"That's alright, dearie, I haven't needed you
much," Mother Gray told her cheerily.
"When do you think Mr. Gebhart will be here?"
Jacqueline asked.
"About three this afternoon, I think. He said he
wanted to see me about that house I own in the
city; he's planning to buy it. But I think the real
reason is that he cannot wait any longer to con
gratulate in person. I'm awfully proud of you, my
dear, and he will be too." She smiled up into Jac
queline's face.
"Thank you, dear Mother Gray. I'm glad too, if
it gives you any pleasure, because I owe it all to
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you. I'll never forget how kind you've been to me.
I hope that some day I'll be able to repay you."
Jacqueline was sitting on the arm of the chair with
her arm about Mother Gray's shoulders.
"My dear, you've already repaid me many times
over. So let's call it even. I don't know what I
would have done if it hadn't been for you—and Mr.
Gebhart. I expect you'd better go now and see
about the table, dearie."
Jacqueline was busy every minute then until Mr.
Gabhart made his arrival. But she wasn't too busy
to think of what had happened that morning. She
didn't know what to think about Gary's finding her
there—whether to be glad or sorry that they had
had the conversation. The place would never be
truly hers alone anymore. And what if Gary should
notice the crucifix? And to think that Gary really
did want her to care. The indifference of her talk
with Betty early that morning had vanished. Her
whole being thrilled at the thought of his love for
her, at the remembrance of his hands upon her hand.
But it couldn't be. No one knew what sort of
parents she had had, and she couldn't bear the
thought of Mrs. Noland's cold inquiring eyes. Be
sides, Gary was her son; he had ites, some blood in
his veins. Her mind traveled and re-traveled around
this circle of thought all day long.
And Gary's thoughts were filled with the episode
of the morning too. Just what did Jacqueline think
of him anyway? He had a faint hope that she real
ly did care. Surely she wouldn't let the fact that
she was an orphan stand in the way of their happi
ness. How pitifully lonely she had seemed when
she said, "I'm only an orphan anyway." How he
had wanted to take her in his arms and comfort her
with his love! He would tell his mother all about
it, and then she herself could assure Jacqueline that
it did not matter. But his mother would think he
was too young—And what if it were true that his
mother didn't like Jacqueline. How could she help
liking her, he wondered. No, he quickly decided, it
wouldn't be wise to tell his mother. She wouldn't
understand. He would go to Jacqueline and tell
her that nothing else mattered if she loved him;
then work out the rest. And if she didn't—well,
maybe he could bear it.
Such thoughts as these kept him from being his
usual gay self. He was walking home from town
when Betty White hailed him.
"Want to ride?" she called gaily.
"Sure thing, wish I had my old bus here," he an
swered, trying to respond to her mood. But Betty
was the one who had to make the covnersation.
"Let's ride out by the home. Got time? We
(Contniued on Page 23)
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A SCOTCH BEDTIME STORY

"My first impression of the dear old city of Edin
burgh was a touching one, for the moment I got
out of the plane, I saw a funeral procession. Being
of a pious nature, and having a passion for funer
als, I decided at least to ask the cause of the death.
I found that it was the double ceremony for two
noble lads of eighteen and twenty-one. They were
swimming the day before, when one wagered that
he could keep his head under water longer than the
other. They put up twenty-five cents for the win
ner. The result was both of the dear fellows were
drowned.
"While speaking of death and funerals, I will tell
you of the day I visited the public school.
The
professor was very intelligent looking, as all absent
minded professors are. He amused his pupils by
discussing his relatives, his immediate family, and
his own peculiar characteristics. I shall endeavor
to tell you a word or two about each of his rela
tives. He had an uncle, who had the pecular habit
of stopping his watch when he was anywhere near
the old town clock. While we're speaking of in
sects, I must tell you of his aunt, who taught school
for the criticism she was given by the pupils. She
always took the pupils' glasses off when she was
sure they were not looking at anything.
"I especially remember his discussion of a cousin
who, upon leaving home, took his wife's false teeth
with him because it was rumored that she had quite
a fancy for eating between meals.
The dear old professor certainly did enjoy mathe
matics. He often said there was so much given to
prove. His class periods were exceedingly inter
esting. I visited his chemistry class one after

noon, and it would do your little hearts good to see
him exercising such a humanitarian influence
toward hydrochloric acid. He was vigorously ex
plaining an experiment, when I became so enthusi
astic that a smile lighted my face, and exploded
with the powder. You can imagine my embarassment when the entire class laughed at me, until
they were almost hysterical.
The professor, not
wishing to see me so ill at ease, rapped on the desk
with his pencil, and said, 'Now, pupils, give me
your strict attention'. At this request all the little
tie Scotchies quickly, but suietly, left the room.
This left us free to choose our own entertain
ment, and much to my surprise he asked me to
sup with him. On the way he told me that he had
a strange malady that was incurable. He said his
tears instead of being salty, had sugar in them. I
had never heard of this before. Our supper con
sisted of oatmeal, without any sugar. He asked
his wife to hold her finger in my bowl of oatmeal
for three minutes, to sweeten it. He called
it three-minute oats. I noticed that he soon
began weeping bitterly. I thought that I had of
fended him, but I understood all when I saw that
he was merely crying in his oatmeal.
"Now, children, you've heard enough for this
time. Run along to bed. I'll tell you some more
about it another time."

My Pal
I know I can always depend on you
To tell my every heartache to
And often when I'm feeling blue
You help me to get my courage anew.
You re one of whom I can always say,
She's true and has been for many a day."
You make life worth living—a friend like you.
know you love me-I know you're true "
1 know you always are willing to do
Everything possible to help me thru
I love you bceause you're so true to me
And I pray each night that you always be.
—D. B., 34.
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A NOBLE EXPERIMENT
(Continued from Page 7)

(By Bessie Fetzer)
I believe I promised to tell you of my wonderful
adventures in Scotland, did I not, my children?"
"Yes, Mother, do tell us!" said little Jane, eagerly.
Well, as you know, I went via aeroplane. It was
an old plane, but thinking it was capable of stand
ing the trip, I consented to be taken in it. Before
we had gotten half way, tht plane was becoming so
much like an 1898 Ford, that I was afraid we would
never get there, at least not at the same time, and
in the same condition. But soon, fortune seemed
to smile on us, the engine began to hum beautiful
ly and the taps, bolts, and various attachments were
no longer loose. Just about that time the pilot said,
'Now, Mrs. Featherington, we are flying over the
ole' country itself'.
I suppose that's why every
thing tightened up and the plane and I stood the
trip.
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Scene 3—(The same. Mrs. Boffkin seated. Enter
Minnie hurriedly).
M. Boffkin: Oh, Mama! Another—and at Mrs.
Gadsby's tea!
Mrs. Boffkin: Oh, no! Dear! (Minnie swoons).
Girls! (Enter A. Boffkin and L. Boffkin).
A. Boffkin: What is the matter, Mama?
Mrs. Boffkin: Sleary had another attack at Mrs.
Gadsby's tea.
A. Boffkin (She has her father's bad habit of par
roting) : At Mrs. Gadsby's tea! How awful! (They
give Minnie smelling salts and she recovers). •
Mrs. Boffkin: Tell us, when you are able, dear.
M. Boffkin : He took a swallow of—Oh, Mama, he
was talking to Mrs. Gadsby and me as normally as
you please—and then he took a drink of tea and
he began to foam at the mouth and make faces. It
was terrible!
Mrs. Boffkin: Poor dear! You must give him
back his ring tomorrow.
(Curtain)
ACT IV
Scene 1—(The same as in Act III. Minnie is
standing by the door weeping. A knock is heard
and she lets in S. Sleary).
S. Sleary: You sent for me, dear?
M. Boffkin: Yes.
S. Sleary: And what did you want, dear?
M. Boffkin: Oh, Sleary, don't you know?
S. Sleary (Seemingly puzzled): Why, no, dear!
M. Boffkin (Sorrowfully): You will understand
this, perhaps. (She hands him the ring).
S. Sleary: What does this mean? You are not
telling me goodbye!
M. Boffkin: I hate to hurt you, but—your unhap
py weakness—I—I—stops all thought of marriage.
S. Sleary: Oh, Minnie—(twisting ring in fingers)
—and that will keep me from being the happiest of
men.
Mr. Boffkin: Go now, Sleary, before I break
down. (Sleary leaves seemingly reluctant, but we
know he runs back to his quarters).
(Curtain)
Scene' 2—(The bachelor quarters of Sleary and
Doone. Doone is by himself, whistling over his
harness. Sleary rushes in).
S. Sleary: And did it work!
S. Doone: Did she really—
S. Sleary: She threw me out, old top. Look at
that ring.

S. Doone: Sleary, I thought I'd die laughing at
the faces you made over the soap that day at the
polo field.
S. Sleary: Aw, it wasn't so bad. I was trying to
keep from grinning.
S. Doone: And at the Gadsby tea, I had to pre
tend to be choked, and nearly coughed my head off
while you were haying the fit.
S. Sleary: Yeh, I nearly ruined myself that time.
The tea was so hot I almost swallowed the soap.
S. Doone: Well, good luck!—a free man—a post
on Bombay side. Now you're not going to get mar
ried, are you, Dick?
S. Sleary: Sure thing, you know. Here's where
I telegraph Carrie. (He rushes from room, Doone
continues to look over his harness. In a short time
Dick returns).
S. Sleary: I wired her and now to pack.
(He
starts pulling out uniforms, boots, spurs, etc.).
(Curtain)
Scene 3—(Carrie and Sleary have been married
three weeks. They are in the living room of their
Dak-bungalow—just like the living room of every
other Dak-bungalow. Carrie is seated on Dick's
knees).
C. Sleary: Aren't I your little ducky?
Capt. Sleary: Absolutely—ducky!
C. Sleary: And you don't love any Minnie Boff
kin?
Capt- Sleary: Not much, anyway.
C. Sleary : Oh, Dickie !
Capt. Sleary: Did you want me to love her lots ?
C. Sleary: You know I don't want you to like
her.
Capt. Sleary: Very well. I love you, only you-oo.
C. Sleary. Kiss me then. (He does).
Capt. Sleary: But you should be grateful to Min
nie. Because of her you're an officer's wife.
C. Sleary: I'm not. It's because you're smart.
Capt. Sleary: And ate shaving soap for my ducky?
(Knock at door. Carrie jumps up). It's the post
man. I'll go. (Receives letters). Here's one for
you.
C. Sleary (She rips open letter, laughs as she
reads, and gives it to Sleary): It's a letter of warn
ing from Mrs. Boffkin about that wretched epilep
tic.
Capt. Sleary: You're not going to return my ring
are you, dear? (They embrace).
C. Sleary: No, dear, I'll take a chance on you.
(Curtain)

Pafje Eighteen

TENNESSEE COLLEGE MAGAZINE

March, 1931

BOOK REVIEWS
The Mauve Decade: Thomas Beer, New York,
Alfred Knapf, 1928—$5.00.
The Mauve Dcade is a series of essays on the
"Gay Nineties", depicting the mind of the herd and
contrasting it with the individual minds of the more
liberal and further advanced. Mr. Beer is deter• minedly iconoclastic. He knocks the props from
under Roosevelt, Bronson Alcott, Frances E. Willard, Stevenson and many, many others, and aims
his biting sarcasm at all we before thought dear.
But why not? As Mr. Beer quotes Landon Cabel
Garland, once chancellor at Vanderbilt University,
"Men never amount to much until they outgrow
their fathers' notions, sir."
Mr. Beer's style is truly delightful. He is whim
sical and humorous. He talks very lightly and yet
underneath all is a strong current of thought from
life well analyzed.
To many people, the very title essay is a bugaboo,
but no one need feel so about this series. The hu
mor and style make them pleasing, even if one has
had the fortune to be born since 1900 and does not
understand all the allusions. If you don't know
who John McCall was, at least you can see the fun
in this anecdtoe from Dean Hays, the essay in which
Beer shows the difficulty of the Irish in overcom
ing the character of the imaginary Irishman of ro
mance that is thrust upon them. "A magnificent
female at a dinner in Washington said to my fath
er across McCall: 'He's not Irish at all, is he?' Mc
Call asked her sweetly: 'Did you expect me to bring
a pig and a shillalagh with me?' She assured him:
'Oh, dear no! I don't suppose you even keep a pig,
do you'?"
And so, having finished it, you are glad you read
the "Mauve Decade", whether you agree with the
author or not. But allow me to tell you, the truth
of the whole is that Mr. Beer doesn't care whether
you agree with him or not, if he can rock you from
that smug satisfaction in someone else s decision of
what is good and what is not.

The Age of Reason—Sir Philip Gibbs
If one is at all inclined to take a personal interest
in the troubles of the characters of a book, it would
not be wise for him to read "The Age of Reason.''
For Gibbs' characters are real, honest-to-goodness
people, and they have heart-breaking struggles try
ing to solve the "why and wherefore". The distress

ing part is that in the face of tragedy and chaos (at
the end of the book), no one is any nearer the solu
tion than before.
It is impossible to refrain from loving the dear,
absent-minded scientist who is the promoter of the
"age of reason" idea. And yet it is equally impos
sible not to resent the cairn complacence with which
he destroys the almost childlike faith of his young
wife without giving her any adequate substitute.
This young creature herself wins warm interest
and pity as do all the characters. The youth of
them, seeking, seeking for an answer to it all. And
the sense of futility that overcomes each in turn.
And the fact that the one of the lot who had the
highest ideals and the greatest faith in life to bring
him good, goes down and meets the problem of
death, owning his complete failure with the prob
lem of life . . . All these things about the book
make one think, and think, and—think.
Future
Through the sun's strange beams
Sails the ship of my dreams.
And the wrinkled Past
With its sorrows, at last
Disappears
And I wake to see
What was destined for me.
I find vision again
As the long golden train
Reappears.
With the grace of dove
And a cargo of Love—
With Faith as a crew
I now send it to you
As it comes.
'34.
The harvest moon
Lights up its dull red campfire in the clouds,
And the orchestra of the Night tunes up.
Sleepy birdlets with their tired chirping
Give us the silvery strains of singing violins, far re
mote and dying through the echoes of the
purple hills.
A frog, deep-seated in his marshy bog-home,
Sounds the bass drum's gutteral throb
The flapping of wings is the dull, drab accompani
ment to our restless thoughts
And the twinkling stars wink to each other as they
smile—goodnight.
—M. N. N., '34.
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FIRE FLIES
(Continued from Page 5)
land. You see, I have a home out there and no
one to live with me except Randolph Jr. He's away
from his old Dad quite a bit, and I don't have any
one to keep me company."
Jane was staring at him wide-eyed, but she did
not say anything. She couldn't—it seemed so like
a fairy tale to her.
"I've already made all arrangements, and you
can go with me right now if you want to. I'll
wait for you to get ready."
Immense tears ran down Jane's cheeks. She
must have been crying for joy, because she looked
at him for a moment, then threw her arms around
his neck. She jumped down and ran upstairs. Be
fore so very long she came back down, led by Mrs.
Smith, who carried a very old suitcase.
Jane's face beamed, and she ran up to Mr. Jack
son just as if she had known him always. "I'm
ready," she announced happily.
"That's great," he answered, and then he picked
her up. "You're my little girl now and you can
call me 'Daddy'."
She bade "Goodby" to the ladies and children who
were watching her and assured them that she would
be back to see them.
She was thunder-struck when she saw the auto
mobile and chauffeur, but much more so when she
saw her new father's house. She had to pinch her
self to be sure that she was awake. Why, she had
never seen anything so wonderful! The house was
probably a quarter of a mile from the boulevard
and the drive leading to it wound its way through
a beautiful lawn crowded with shrubbery and large
trees. There was a thick,well-trimmed hedge on
either side of the drive, and dotted over the lawn
were bird baths, large marble fountains with gold
fish in them, and beautiful lawn furniture. The
house itself was an immaculate rock structure of
three stories and probably twenty-five rooms, all of
them furnished beautifully. The floors were like
glass—slick and glistening. Jane was shown the
parlors, music room, library, and then she was
taken to her room, which was the most wonderful
of all to her. She had never in her life had a room.
Everything in it was blue and she wondered how
they ever got everything so perfectly matched. Her
bed was one of these "curtained affairs," as her maid
spoke of it.
Even the windows were curtained
with blue. She had also a dressing table, a ward
robe, a desk, and some chairs, besides a little foot
stool at the foot of her bed on which lay a Persian
kitty. She glanced a second time at the bed and
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this time noticed dozens of boxes. Marie, her
maid, told her that they were for her, and on open
ing them, Jane found more clothes than she ever
thought existed. Hats, slippers, dresses, under
wear—everything. What had she done to deserve
all this ? She didn't know what to do! Was she
dreaming? She simply couldn't believe her eyes.
Jane remained in her room the rest of the after
noon, for it was afternoon now, but Marie dressed
her beautifully for dinner that night, and combed
her yellow curly hair very becomingly. When Jane
walked into her foster-father's study a few mo
ments later, he thought he had never seen a more
beautiful child. They sat and talked until dinner
was announced. All the numerous knives, forks,
and spoons (as well as many, many other things),
seemed awkward to Jane at first, but in less than
a week, one would have thought she had lived in
that environment all her life. She seemed made
for it.
After dinner that night, Mr. Jackson called Ran
dolph, Jr., better known as Randy, and broke the
news of his new sister to him. Randy came home
that week-end from his camp in Maine to see her.
He was only thirteen and had had his way all his
life, so he didn't think he would like anyone around
the house to whom his father might give a little of
his attention, all of which Randy wanted for him
self. But that was the only thing he was selfish
about, and he didn't seriously object to that by the
time the week-end was over. Jane, of course, was
very timid and self-conscious at first, but it did not
take the two children long to get acquainted, and
when they did, they loved each other dearly. Ran
dy's visits home began to be closer together.
It
seemed that a sister was a novelty to him.
Mr. Jackson retired the year that Randy gradu
ated from Eastern University. Randy was now a
broker, having followed in his father's footsteps,
but he still lived with his father. "He is a boy to
be proud of," thought his fond father every time
he glanced at him. And he was. He was twentyfive now and very, very handsome. But his good
looks wasn't the thing that Randolph's father no
ticed. He was very capable. He had been in busi
ness only three years and was doing well—making
plenty of money.
His father was sitting in a big arm chair thinking
of him when he drove up in a new Packard road
ster and blew the horn.
His father went to the
door, and Randy greeted him with a "H'lo, Dad, how
do you like it?"
"It's all right, but I don't understand."
"Well, Jane will be home tomorrow, and honor
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graduate of Stanford, and I bought this for her
graduation present. Gee, Dad! I can't wait to see
her, can you? Come on, let's go for a spin. We'll
try out her new car for her." And the two drove
off together.
The next day was spent in preparation for Jane's
home-coming in the afternoon.
Her same little
room was put in order and boxes of new clothes
were bought and left on the bed for her. Randy
and his father met her in her new low yellow road
ster. Several of the girls and boys of her set also
met her. When she stepped from the train, her
eyes searched the crowd until they found Randy and
her father. She greeted them first, then the crowd
that waited noisily on her left. After she had spo
ken to everybody and had started off through the
large station with Randy and Mr. Jackson, Randy
said, "Jane, I have a surprise for you."
But Jane didn't hear him. She had already spied
the car. "Oh! It's marvellous !" she gasped. "When
did you get it, Dad?"
It was Randy who spoke, and not without a great
deal of pride and self-satisfaction. "I bought it yes
terday for your graduation present, dear. Do you
really like it?"
"You bet I like it!" She threw her arms around
his neck and gave him an affectionate kiss. Then
she turned towards her father, who was looking at
her with tears in his eyes. "Why, dear, I haven't
forgotton you," she said. "I got my bracelet last
week, and oh, Daddy! It was a dream. Every girl
in school envied me.' Then she kissed him, just
as she had kissed Randy.
Then the three of them got into the car, Jane un
der the wheel. "It drives grand," she said as she
threaded her way through the traffic of the uptown
section of the city.
"I'm glad you like it," Randy answered. "Now,
Sis, you listen to me. If any old boy calls you for
a date tonight, you can just tell him you have one,
'cause there's a dance at the new club house and
you just have to go with me.
It's the opening
dance and I know you'll have a big time. Besides,
I told Jimmie I was bringing you when he asked
me. How 'bout it?"
"Gee, great! You know I'll go with you.
I'd
rather go with you than any boy I know of any
way. I can't wait."
"You two just don't know how grand it is to be
at home. I thought I just couldn't wait to get
here."
By this time they were at home and Jane ran up
to dress for dinner. On entering her room, she
noticed all these boxes. She opened them, tried on
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all the new dresses, and finally selected one to wear
down to dinner. She dressed carefully, with the
help of Marie, who seemed as glad to see her as any
member of the household, and spent a long time
with her toilet. Then she descended the marble
stairs and went into her father's study. She was
half-way across the room before he heard her light
steps. It seemed to him that as she came towards
' him she was more beautiful than ever before. She
came over and sat down on his knees. The lamp
on his large mahogany desk made her hair look like
old gold, and the blue lace dinner dress she was
wearing made her large eyes bluer than indigo.
Her cheeks and lips were slightly rouged. She was,
in fact, perfect, from the top of her little golden
head to the soles of her little blue-slippered feet.
Randy came into the room when the sound of their
voices reached his ears, and the three of them talked
as if it had been five years, rather than five
months .since they had been together.
Soon after dinner Jane retired to her room to
rest a few moments before dressing for the dance.
The telephone rang several times, but she was more
than glad to have Marie tell the parties one by one
that she was resting before going to the dance at
11:00 o'clock.
She started dressing at 9:30, and an hour and a
half later she and Randy were speeding down the
boulevard towards the new country club, she wear
ing a new green imported evening frock with
matched accessories, and he a full dress suit.
Jane broke the silence that had reigned since they
left the front door. "Randy," she said, "you're
wonderful to me—just like a sweetheart instead of
a brother. But you aren't exactly a brother, are
you?" She paused, then went on. "Fate was too
good to me; I m afraid I don't deserve all the won
derful things that you and Dad do for me. I—"
Don't be a fool, Jane!" Randy interrupted her.
"You deserve much more than either of us or both
of us can ever give you."
He looked at her and
saw her loveliness stand out against the background
of the dark sky.
When they drove up at the club, a crowd of boys
and'girls met them at the car. They took Jane out
rushed her into the ballroom. It was perfect
ly elaborate, with its decorations of balloons and
different colored paper. Every boy wanted the first
dance, but Jane looked at them happily and said,
"My date gets the first dance!" and she waited un
til Randy came ,n. They enjoyed uancing togeth
er—Randy was a marvelous leader, and Jane could
follow him. They had not danced three minutes
and
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when someone came in. Randy frowned, and Jane
laughed at him.
The dance broke up about 3:30, and Jane and
Randy ran towards the car. They let the top back
in order to cool off. Then they got in and Randy
turned the low roadster quickly from the driveway
into the boulevard. Jane was so happy that she did
not realize how tired she was.
"Gee, Randy," she said, "you were wonderful to
me tonight! I had the time of my life."
"Thanks, Jane," he answered. Then he cast a
glance at her as they sped along. The June night
air was cool and moist against their hot faces. A big
round moon smiled at them from in front and shed
its yellow light over the earth. The breeze blew
Jane's hair back from her face, and Randy looked
at her again, realizing her real beauty. He must
have looked too long! Jane threw her hands over
her eyes! Randy looked back at the road and at
tempted to swerve the car, but it was too late. Be
fore he could think again, the two cars had crashed!
Both Jane and Randy were unconscious and
bleeding when they were lifted from the ruins of
the car a few seconds later. They were put into
an ambulance, which had been quickly summoned,
and were rushed to the hospital. Thirty minutes
later they had arrived there, had been lifted on
stretchers from the ambulance to two white beds,
and had been examined.
Randy was murmuring something. The doctors
listened. "Don't—tell—Dad. I want—to—tell him!
Jane—how is she? Let me—see her!" Then he
opened his eyes. "Where am I?"
"Everything is all right now!" answered a kind
doctor. "Your father has been notified and will be
here any minute."
But everything was not all right! Randy was
not dangerously hurt—just bruises and a slight gash
on his head. But Jane! Would she live? Could
she live? The doctors were uncertani. She had
received terrible licks across the chest and on the
head, besides a severe cut on the leg, and some mi
nor bruises. She had not regained consciousness
and probably wouldn't for days. The doctors ex
amined her again in about an hour, and then they
reported to Mr. Jackson, who had been there for
some few minutes. He was almost frantic and they
would let him see neither of the children.
"They must be kept perfectly quiet," was the
doctor's answer to Mr. Jackson's request to peep at
them. "They've received a terrible shock.
Mr.
Jackson, your son is ail right, but the girl is in a
pretty critical condition. However, after the ex
amination a few moments ago, we find her in better
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shape than we really expected. She has lost quite
a bit of blood and is very, very weak, but her
breathing is regulating itself. We feel that she has
a fighting chance if we can ke'ep her from develop
ing pneumonia. You know pneumonia often fol
lows a bruised lung. I've told you the truth be
cause I felt that you should know it. By noon we
shall be able to tell you more." ~
"Thank you, Dr. Jordan," answered Mr. Jackson.
He seemed more composed now. "It's seven o'clock
now, isn't it?"
"Yes," responded the doctor. "You go home, eat
breakfast and rest awhile; then you'll feel better.
There is nothing you cna do here, and I'll phone
you if the slightest change takes place."
As Dr. Jordan was a friend of his, he felt that he
was telling him the truth.
At twelve o'clock he was back. Jane was resting
nicely, and Randy had remembered what had hap
pened. He asked to speak to his father, and Dr.
Jordan allowed him the privilege. When Mr. Jack
son entered the room, Randy's first question was,
"Oh, Dad,#please tell me the truth! Is Jane really
all right? Are they lying to me?—And I was the
one that hurt her!"
"Yes, son, Jane is resting nicely.
Now, don't
worry about her."
"What did they do with the car?"
"There wasn't enough of it left to even haul in.
It's a thousand wonders that either one of you kids
is alive."
Dr. Jordan opened the door just then, and mo
tioned to^Mr. Jackson, who said, "It's time to go
now, son. I'll see you later."
It was just a week later that Jane opened her
eyes for the first time. Randy was out of bed now,
but he stayed at the hospital day and night and
over Jane's bed most of the time. He saw every
move she made. The doctors told him that she was
slowly improving, but that it would take time, be
cause she was so weak. It was Randy who was by
her now when she opened her eyes. Her lips moved
=b'o-htlv but not a sound came from them.
Randy waited ten days longer. As Jane gained
more strength, 'she became more restless, but she
hadn't spoken since the accident. Mr. Jackson was
growing very anxious. He had a dozen different
doctors, but all of them told him practically the same
thing. Then the day of the crisis came. Mr. Jack
son and Randy had been sitting by the bed all day.
It was not until late in the afternoon that Jane op
ened her eyes and looked from one to the other.
She repeated their names, "Randy—Daddy," very
softly. Mr. Jackson ran quickly out of the room
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and called for Dr. Jordan, who happened to be in the
hall. He came in and found Jane with her eyes still
open, but with her lips closed. He asked Randy and
his father to leave the room. After they went out
he asked Jane how she felt, and she answered, "All
right."
He examined her wounds very carefully, almost
afraid to; but when he had finished
he smiled at
her and said, "Kid, you're out of danger!"
Jane looked at him and smiled; then Dr. Jordan
left the room. He found the father and Randy
waiting for him at the door.
Our patient is all right. She's passed the crisis,
and even though it means a long struggle yet, she'll
make it."
Mr. Jackson shook the doctor's hand and then
went back to Jane. Randy did not take time for
anything. He rushed in, bent over the bed and
kissed her hot lips. "Sis," he said, "I almost killed
you, didn't I? But, dear, don't you know I didn't
intend to? Why, I've almost lost my mind. I'd
give my life a thousand times a minute for you if I
could."
Three weeks later Jane was removed to her own
litle blue room. She still wasn't able to receive
company. She saw no one except the' doctors, the
nurse, Mr. Jackson, and Randy. Her friends had
been wonderful to her. Her room at the hospital
had been always filled with flowers,
and now her
own room looked like a garden. Why were people
so nice to her ? Her boy friends had sent her, be
sides gorgeous flowers,
gifts that any girl should
be proud of, such as expensive perfumes, bracelets,
and necklaces. Randy, dear old thoughtful Randy,
had bought her another roadster just like the one
that she had been so proud of the afternoon she ai
med at home. She thought of Randy differently,
it seemed, since that night that he took her to the
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dance at the new' club house—since the night of the
accident. He no longer seemed like a brother to
her. She was wondering what had made the differ
ence when someone knocked at the door. The nurse
answered the knock. When she opened the door,
Randy stepped in and walked straight to the bed.
He put his arms around Jane and kissed her.
"How do you feel, dear?" he asked.
"Oh, I feel fine.
I feel like I could just tear the
house down if I could get up."
"Where have you been all afternoon? This is the
first time you've been in to see me since noon, and
then you stayed only a moment. I don't know why,
Randy, but I'm perfectly miserable when you are
out of my sight. I guess you've spoiled me."
Listen, sweetheart," he said, sitting down on
the edge of the bed, "are you strong enough to
stand a shock?"
"Well, I'm giad you are preparing me," she an
swered.
"All right, then, if you think you are, I'll tell you
where I ve been. I've been downstairs talking to
Dad about marrying you, that is if you'll have me,
and—"
"Oh, Randy, dariing!"
"Wait until I've finished, honey, and then tell me
whether or not you like the idea. As I started to
say, I've finally convinced him that it's all right.
After all, why shouldn't I marry you ?" He paused,
then went on. "I don't know why, Jane, but ever
since the night of the accident I've loved you not
like a sister, but like a man should love the' one
woman in the world for him. I didn't realize that
I actually cared until that night. Maybe it took
something like that to bring me to my senses."
Jane took advantage of his second pause. "Gee
Randy, I'm completely well already! Let's set the
day."
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INTEREST PLUS
(Continued from Page 15)
might see Jac. She's awfully busy these days."
"I don't know," he hesitated, "guess we'd better
not disturb her."
"Aw, come, Gary; snap out of it.
What's the
matter with you? Looks to me like you have ev
ery reason to be gay."
"What's the use of being gay when you aren't
happy?" he asked.
"Has something gone wrong? Why aren't you
Mr. Gebhart, the hateful tall man. She had not seen
happy?" she asked quickly.
"Betty, you know that there is only one thing
that can make me happy."
"Sure I did, old pal, but what's in the way of your
getting that happiness?"
"Simply the fact that she's an orphan."
"Why, Gary, I hope that hasn't changed your-—"
"Of course not, Betty; but she seems to think that
mother minds. Why I never dreamed of such a
thing! Do you think it is so?" he asked quickly.
"I don't—know. She said something rather cut
ting one time. I don't think she really meant any
thing by it, but you know how sensitive she is."
"Well, I'm going to find her and explain.
She
cannot evade me any longer. I've got to know.
Take me out there, won't you, Betty?" he asked.
"No, I'll take myself home then you can have the
car. How's that?" she asked.
"Betty, old girl, you're a friend worth having. I
just hope you'll find yourself in a place like this
some time so I'll have the pleasure of helping you
out."
And out at the home things had been happening.
Mr. Gebhart came about three o'clock and after his
usual round of fun with the children, he called Jac
queline aside.
"My dear, you know you have my whole-hearted
admiration.
I congratulate you on the success
you've gained," he said.
"But what's it all matter? I can't possibly go to
college even with the aid of a scholarship, and—
and—" she was plainly worried more than usual.
"Why, what is it, child?" he asked quickly.
"O, I guess you think I'm an ungrateful wretch
after all the wonderful things you and Mother
Gray and Betty have done for me, to be sobbing like
this. But—but I'm still an orphan, you know. And
everybody don't love orphans like you and Mother
Gray do!"—she was sobbing unreservedly now.
"Jacqueline, this is the moment I've waited six
long years for. How I've longed to tell you before,
to comfort you and explain it all. You remember
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how you hated me when I first brought you here. I
would rather have done anything under the sun than
that. I almost broke the will regardless of—"
"Broke the will-—why, why, what do you mean,
Mr. Gebhart?' 'asked Jacqueline in a puzzled voice.
"Well, it's this way. It seems that your grand
father was very fond of -you. You don't remember
him, of course. But he did not have much patience
with your father, who, though he was noble and
fine in many ways, didn't have the faculty of keep
ing money after he made it.
At the time of his
death he had spent about all he and your grandfath
er both had. There was enough to keep you com
fortably, but he had made a will that read like this:
"Jacqueline gets this money when she is eighteen,
if she has lived in an orphans' home fro mthe time
of my death up 'til then. This is my last request.
Please grant it."
"Why, Mr. Gebhart, did he know ,he was going
to die?" asked Jacqueline.
"Why—er—yes, dear, he didn't die suddenly. A
lingering disease, you know." He explained, not
having the heart to tell her that her father had
committed suicide on account of his bankrupt con
dition. He had said when he was dying:
"I didn't have sense enough to keep my own
money. But, thank God, what little her grandfath
er left is still here for Jacqueline."
Mr. Gebhart continued. "My dear, your mother
was an orphan and she was the sweetest, saintliest
woman that ever walked this earth. I suppose he
hoped it would do the same thing for you. He didn't
want you to inherit his own—er—selfishness. He
wanted you to grow up to be the kind of woman
your mother was. And I believe he wouldn't be
disappointed if he were here now. Has it been very
hard?"
"Oh, at first, but now I love it. But I don't un
derstand. How did you happen to know I lived in
another state?" she questioned him.
"I am your mother's brother," he announced ex
pectantly.
"Why, Mr. Gebhart, I—I can't believe it! Oh, do
you really mean it?" She was so excited under the
burden of so many revelations that she scarcely
knew what to do.
"It is so, darling, and I'm proud to claim you as
my niece," he announced.
"Uncle Gebhart!" she said softly.
"And now you're going to be more than a niece—
you're going to be my daughter, and next Septem
ber you're going off to the finest college on this
continent."
"Oh—I—I'm so happy!
this happiness," she said.

But I don't deserve all
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Why, Mr. Gebhart was one of the leading men of
the state—and she was his niece! Mrs. Noland
wouldn't look down on her any more. She wasn't
a little beggar any longer. Gary—why, there was
Gary now in Betty's car. Her heart sank. She
didn't understand that he and Betty were great
pals and couldn't be anything more.
She and Mr. Gebhart had walked out to the front
under the shade of one of the trees he had set out
six years before. Gary stopped near them and
called to Jacqueline.
Jacqueline, I want to talk to you a minute,
please. How are you, Mr. Gebhart?" he inquired.
"Fine, old chap," he answered.
"Cofhe ride with me a minute, Jacqueline. I want
to tell you something."
"I—why, Mother Gray—"she stammered.
"Mother Gray won't care. Aren't you eighteen
anyway? You've got to come."
He spoke in a
commanding voice that she rather liked.
"Mr. Gebhart, do you suppose Mother Gray would
care if I rode a few minutes with Gary?" Jacque
line asked.
"No," he chuckled, "go on and get it fixed up. I'll
tell Mother Gray where you've gone."
"Alright, I'll be back in a little while," she told
him.
"You'll never be back unless you consent to my
proposition," he jumped desperately into his busi
ness of trying to explain.
"Why, what do you mean?" she asked.
Jacqueline, what you hinted at this morning may
be so. I don't know and don't care. It does not
matter to me what my mother or anybody else
thinks about you. I know what I think. I don't
care if you re ten orphans—I love you, dearest, love
you s6 much that my whole happiness depends on
the decision yoju make now. I—"
"But, Betty—"
"Betty and I are only pals. I thought you knew
that. I've always liked her but I love you, dearest.
Say you love me too." They had stopped the car
under the shade of a huge tree overhanging the
road. They were facing each other.
"I do, Gary, with all my heart," she said unfalter
ingly.
"Darling," he said as he drew her'to him.
A half hour later they started for the Home.
"Let's go tell Mother Gray and Mr. Gebhart how
happy we are."
Let s go tell Uncle Gebhart," Jacqueline correct
ed him.
"Uncle !" Gary was puzzled.
"Mr. Noland, I believe? My name is Taylor, Jac
queline Taylor, niece of Mr. Henry Gebhart!"'
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Monday—
Up betimes and did partake of a breakfast of ba
con and toast. To classes all day. In Latin class
the professor did ask me who somebody was,
whom I do declare, I had never heard of. Studied
tonight; and so to bed.
Tuesday—
To town today by foot where did buy some ink
and writing paper. Did stop by the way at Jack's
Coffee Shoppe where was served some dainty re
freshments. Talked to one of the new proprietors
who is quite a nice man. Studied tonight.
Wednesday—
Up betimes and was put in a fearful temper be
cause the cook, poor fool, allowed the coffee to be
come cold and the toast to burn. Was further
disturbed because the building was very cold—the
temperature outside being some ten below or there
abouts. Did read tonight a play, Love's Labor's
Lost, by Mr. Shakespeare, for our teacher, who,
God wot, is working us nearly to death! And so
to bed.
Thursday—
To classes today, which bored me overmuch; ex
cept one, chemistry, in which the instructor and a
certain young lady, Miss F—, did engage in a wit
combat, which proved very amusing for the rest of
the class.
Friday—
Today did receive a letter from my mother con
taining a check, which I was greatly in need of.
Received also a box of victuals from her—tasty
morsels.
Saturday—
To town to buy a hat which article I do declare I
would never wear if I could avoid it. • Did study to
night in Reading Room. A certain talkative indi
vidual came in, after whch, God wot, nobody could
study—So to bed.
Monday—
Up and to breakfast. In chapel today was great
ly bored by one Dr. Carlton, who announced a mu
sic recital, which, pray God, I shall not have to at
tend.
t
Sunday, Lord's Day—
To Dr. Jones'- chapel this morning where he made
a very good sermon. Dined at the college on baked
ham—very tasty. Read in the afternoon, tonight to
bed.
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Tuesday—
To town today; did drink a pleasant concoction
of caffein and syrup known as "coke", very tasty.
I am glad I £m not like the athletes, poor wretch
es, who are in training, and cannot partake of such
pleasing drinks.
Wednesday—
Up betimes and to classes all day; had great mirth
at a preceptor who did discourse an hour about
nothing. Did forget today to go to answer the
speaking trumpet and door bell when I should, for
which I did have to give explanation on the green
carpet!
Thursday—
Up betimes and to breakfast of scrambled eggs
and toast, very good. This afternoon to the theater
to see a play in which Gary Cooper did have the
leading role, and he did perform it most pleasing
ly. To Jack's later for refreshment.
Friday—
To town this afternoon. Tonight we did enjoy
very much a midnight feast, consisting of small fish,
known as sardines, pickled cucumbers, olives, un
leavened bread, and sweet breads—all very tasty.
To bed very late.
Saturday—
Was angry with my room mate for her things ly
ing about and in my passion I did kick the chair and
break the rocker for which I fear me I shall have to
give account to our good matron.
Sunday, Lord's Day—
Today did go to the Presbyterian chapel where
our own instructor of voice does lead the singing—
he looking very pompous in his vestment. Did take
this afternoon a nap which, God wot, I was in great
need of.
Mnoday—
Up betimes and to another round of classes. I do
declare these instructors do firmly believe that we
be machines. Tonight to bed.
Tuesday—
To a class today known as chemistry lab where
• did perform an experiment with some acids—very
trying on the nerves. Did find it necessary in con
nection with the experiment to make some mathe
matical calculations which, I fear me, were at great
variance with what they should b.e
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Miss Johns: Now, Mr. O'Kelly, ask me one of
those easy questons that I know."
Mr. O'K.: "I didn't know there were any that
easy, Miss Johns.

»

Margaret (home for week-end): Oh, no, daddy.
I didn't come in late. You just waked up and heard
the last two strokes of eleven.
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